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1 walked forward, following the
hroad trall until we eame to o
sircular pateh of trodden snow.
Evidently the searchers had
atopped and stood talking to-
ether.  On the further side I saw the
ootprints of & man plainly defined.
There wore some half-dosen clear im-
pressions and they ended at the base of
the old wall, which was some six Tect in
height.

M1 nm glad to seo that you and your
friends have left me something, Mr,
Harbord,"  said the inspector,

Mo stepped forward and, knecling
down, examined the nearest footprint.

“Mr. Ford dressed for dinner?" he
ing.uimd. _glnnemE up st the seeretary.

Cortainly! Why do you nak?"
_ "“Myrely {hat he had on heavy shoot-
ing hoots when he took this evoning
stroll. It will be interesting to discov-
er what clothes hg wore.”

he inspector walked up to the wall,
moving ‘Euullol to the tracks in thu
snow. With a sudden spring he elimb-
ed to the top and seated himaell while
he stured about him, Then on his
hands and kneos he began to crawl
forward along the coping. It was a
quaint spectacle, but the extrsordinary
enre and vigilance of the little man
took the farce out of it.

Presently he stopped and looked
down at 1y,

“Pleast slay where you are,"" he
#aid, snd dissppeared on tho further

:
X

o,

Hurhord offered me a’cigarette, and
we waitod with due obodiense till the
inspector’s bullet head ughin broke the
horizon s he struggled baek to his po-
#ition on the coping of the wall.

He seemed in o very pleasant tom-
pet when he joined us; but ho eaid
nothing of his discoveries, and 1 had
grown top wise to inguire. When we
reached the entrance ?mll he nsked for
Juskeon, the vulet, and in & couple of
minutes the man appearod. He was o
tall, hatchet-fuoed fellow, very neatl
dresind in black. He made & little
bow, nod then stood watching us in
moit respectful attitude.

A quoer business this, Jackson, "
suid Addington Penee.

“You, gir."

v And what is your opinion of i7"

“To be feank, sir, T thought st first
that Mr, Ford had run away; but now
1 don't know what to make of it."

“And why should he run sway?"

“1 have tio iden sir; but he seemed
to moe vother strange in his maoner
yestorday .

“Hnve you been with him long?"

“No, gir. 1 was valet to the Hon.
John Dorn, Lord Beverley's second
son. Mr, Ford took me from Mr.
Dorn 8t the time ho rented the hall.”

1 see¢, And now; will you show me

your muster's room. 1 ghall nee you

n Iater; Mr. Harbord,” he con-

tinued; “in the meanwhile I will Jeave
y nssistant with you,"

m
We sat and smoked in the secretury’s
He was not much of a taller,

rooin.
consutiing cigarette after cigaretie in
gilenee, The wintor dusk had already

fallon when the inspector joined us,
and we retired to otr rooms to prepare
for dinner. 1 tried a word with Pence
upon the stnircase, but he shook hia
head nnd walked on,

The mesl drogged it=elfl to an end
somehow, and we left Ilansom with a
gecond decanter of port before him.
Posve slipped sway again, and 1 con-

crop indications are very good. Mrs,
Cunninghnm will return some time
lator.
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solid mysell with a book in the library
until lln]f-Kut ton, whoen 1 walkoed off
to bod, A servant wus switching off
the light in the huall when | mounted
tho great stuircase,

My roown was in the old wing at the
further side of the picture gallery, and
1 had some difficulty in steoring my
way through the dark corridors.  The
mystery that hung over the house had
shaken my nerves, and 1 remember
that 1 started at every creak of & board
and peored into the shadows as 1 paased
along with heaven knows what ghostly
expectations, | wis glad enough to close
my door upon them and see the wood
fire binging cheerfully in the open hearth.
1 woke with » start that left me sit-
ting up in bed, with my heart Lhump-
ing in my riba like a piston-rad. 1 nin
not generally » liglht sleoper, but that
night, even while I snored, my nerves
were active,  Some ono had tapped at
my door—that was my impression.

1 listencd with the uncertpin fear
that comes 1o the tmwl; waked. Then
1 heard it again—on the wall near rn;'
head  this time. A board ereaked.
Some one wad groping his way down
the dark corridor without, Presently
he stopped, snd a faint line of illu-
mination sprang out under anly door. It
winked, and then grew still.  Hle had
lit n eandle,

Assurance oame with the streak of
light. What was he doing, groping in
the dark, if ho bhad a candle with him?
1 crept over to the door, opened it, and
stared esutiously out,

About a score Teot nway n mnn was
standing—n striking figure agninst the
light be earried. His back was to-
wards me, but 1 could sea that his
hiand wos shading the eandle from hia
u]wu while he stared into the shadows
that clung about the further end of
the norridor,

Presently he began to move forward,

The pieture %’allery snd the body of
the house lay behind me. The corri-
dor in which he stood terminated in a
window, set deop into the stone of the
old walls, The muan walked slowly,
throwing the light to right and left.
His attitude was of nervous expecin-
tion—that of & man who looked for
somothing that he feared to see.

At the window he stopped, starin
about him dnd listening.  He examined
the fustenings, and then tried a door
on his right. 1t was locked aguinst
him. As he did so I canght his pro-
file ngainst the light. It was Harbord,
the svcretory,  From where | stood he
was not more than forty feet away.
There was no possibility of » mistake,

As he turned to come back T retreat-
ed into my room, el the door. The
fellow was in o stale of great agita-
tion, and I could hesr him mutterin

to himself as bo walked, When he had

Knswd by 1 reu‘[:'d oul to ses him and
is light dwindle, réach the dorner by
the moture gallery, and fude into o ro-
flection—a darkness.

I took eure to turn tho key before 1
got back into bed,

I woke aguin st seven, snd hurry-
in}z on my elothes, set off to fell Pesce
all about it. 1 took him to the place,
pid togother we examined the corei-
dor. ore were only two rooms
yond mine. The one on the left was
un_unoccupied bedroom; that on the
rilpht was a large storeroom, the door
o Lwhlehhwia lncltagl. 'I"hn houl;nkmp-
er hept the key, we learnt upon inquiry.
Whuga had {:I.nrlmtl Tollowed? '}?;:
problem was beyond me. As for In-

g rm‘ i and daughtor, Miss Lavinia,] peen immort
. J. 1. Mertz left “"'!"..fff'_' joined ber thmﬂ:’l'ucnda;, pnd from been

spoctor Peace, ho did not indulge in
verbnl speculations

It was in the central hall that we
encountered the gecrelury on his way
to the breakfust room.  The man
lookod nervous and depressed; he nod-
ded to us, and wns pusing on, when
Peacae stopped him.

“Good morning, Mr. Harbord,' he
satd. “Can 1 have a word with you?"

“Certainly, inspector.  What iy it?"

1 have s Tavor to ask. My nssiut-
ant and mysell have our hands full
here, 1f mmmurf.' eould you help us
by running up (o London, and—"

“Tor the day?” he interrupted.

““No, It may be an affair of three or
four days."”

“'l'I!‘u-n I muist refuse. I am sorry,

f—

“Don't apologize, Mr. Harbord, " anid
the little man, cheorfully. 1 shall have
to find some one olge—that i all.”

We walkod into the breakfast room,
and n few minutes loter Ransom sp-
peared with o great bundle of letiers
und telugrams in his hond.

Ransom ssid not a word to any
of wy, but deopped into a chair, tesring
open the envelopes and glanoing at their
contente. s fuee grew dorker os
he read, and onee he thumpod his
hand upon the tuble with a crash. that
sot the china jingling.

“Well, inspector?”’ he said st last,

The litile detective's head shook
out a negative.

“ Perhaps you require an incentive,”
he #neered. 18 it a matter of » re-
wird?™

“No, Mr. Ransom; but it is berom-
ing one of my prrsonal reputation.”

“Then, by thunder! you sre in
dnnger of losing it. Why don't you
and your friend hustle, instead of
loitering wround a8 if you were paid
by the day? 1 1.;;1:‘!7011. man, there aro
thousasnds—hundreds of thousands—
melting, slipping through your fingers,
every hour, every hour."

He sprang from his seat and started
his walk again—up and down, up
and down, as we had first seen him.

*“Shall you be returning to London?"

At the question the manager halted
in his stride, staring sharply down
into the inspector’s blund counteninee.

“No,” he said; “1 shall stay here,
Mr. Addington Peace, until such time
s yon have uomelf:iﬁ; definite  to
toll me."”

“1 have an inquiry to make which
I would rather plaoe in the hands of
some one who has personnl knowledge
of Mr. Ford. Neither Mr. Harbord
nor voursell desire to leave Meudon.
Is Lﬁem unyono clse you ean sug-
gest?!

fiPhere is Jnokson—Ford's valet,"
wuid the manngor, sfter s moment's
thought. “He can go, if you think
;:gm . bright enough. Ul send for

.

While the footman who answered
the bell was gone upon his ercand, we
waited in an uncasy silence, ore
wus the shadow of an ugly mynt:;r{r
upon us wll,  Jackson, ns he entered,
was the only one who seemed at his
ense, He slood there—a tall figure
of all the respectabilities,

“The inspector here wishos you to
go to London, Jackson,” said the
mannger, “He will upfuin the de-
tails. There i a fast  train from
Camdon st eleven,”

“Certainly, ®ir. Do I veturn to-
night?"

imported to break the strike at
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Addington Peace

“No, Jackgon,” suid Peace. “It
will tuke a day or two,”

The mat took o couple of steps
townrds the door, hewitated, and then
roturncd to his former place.

“1 bog your pardon, sir," he began
addeessing  Ransomn. " But 1 would
rather remdin at Meudon tnder pres-
ent circutmstanoes.'

“What on earth do you
thundered the maaager.

monn?"

“Well, sir, 1 wns the last to wee
Mr, Ford. Thero is, 88 it were, a sts-
wion  upon  me 1 should like to
s presont while the search continues,
both for his sake—and my own.”

“Very kind of  you, I'm sure,”

YBut you either

T-uwle-t Ransom.
do what 1 tell you, Jacksom, or you
wmek your boxes and clear out. So
{m quick and make up your mind.”
"} think you are tréating me most
unfairly, sir. Put 1 eannot be per-
suaded out of what I know to be my

duty.

“}le impertinent  rasenl!’  hegan
the furlous munsger. But Peace was
alrendy on his Teet with a hand out-
ghretched.

“ Perhaps, after all, I onn make ather
arrangements, Mr Ransom,” he said.
“I4 s natural that Juokson should
consider his own reputation in this
wifair. That ig all, Jeckson; you
mauy go now.”

It wns half an hour afterwards,
when the end of breakfast had dis-
persed the party, that 1 spoke to Peee
about it, offering to go to London
mysell and do my best to carry out
hin instruetions,

“1 had bad luck in my eall for
volunteers,' lie said.

“1 whould have thought they would
have been glad enough to gek the
chante of work. They ean find no
particular amusement in lonfing about
the place all day.”

“&mhthﬂ they all bind  exoellont
ronsons,” he said with » smile. * But
unyway, you cannot be spared, Mr.
Phillips.”

“You flatter me."

1 want vou to stay in your bed-
room, Wrile, read, do what you like,
but kesp your door ajur. 1T anyone
lmm own the cornidor, sce where
1o goos, only don't let him know that
you are watching him if you can help
i, 1 will take my turn at half-post
one. 1 don’t mean to starve you,”

I obeyed. After all, it wns, in
W manner, promotion that the in-
speetor had givin me; yet it wns a
todious, snxious time, No one chma
my way, barving u sour-looking house-
muid, 4 tried to nigae out the case,
but the doeper 1 got the more con-
flicting grew my theories. 1 was never
mord glad o #seo a friendly fsce than
whon the little man came in upon
me.

The short winter's sfternoon orept
an, the inspector and 1 taking turn and
turn shout in our sentry duty.  Dinner
time came and went 1 had been off
duty from nine, but at ten-thirty I
ti:tuﬂul out a whisky and sods and went

aek to join him, He was sitting
in the middle of the room sinoking
a pipe in great apparent satisfnetion.

“Hedtime, bn't it1” 1 grumbled,
aniffing at his strong tobaceo.
“Oh, no,” ho ssid, “The fact is,

wi are going to sit up all aight."”

I threw mysell on & couch by the
window without reply. Perhaps 1
was not in ihe best of tempors; cer
tainly I did not feel so.
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